AMERICA WARMS UP
always stop to notice the flowers it is crushing beneath its
feet. America has been reaching out to distant frontiers;
she has had to deal with limitless prairies, deserts, and vast
forests ; her counties are countries, and her country a con-
tinent compared with the English topographical sense, and
consequently the stile beneath the oak, the primrose under
the nut bushes, and the hedge-poker's nest in the thorn bush
have hardly been noticed. But we were very much relieved
to find that they were there, and that the arid conception of
America as being nothing but film production in the West,
and Wall Street in the East, with a dreary waste and Chicago
in between was terribly inadequate.
Here, at George School, we wandered in the April woods
under a radiant summer sun, and came down to a clear
brook and a ravishing corner of meadow and woodland
where small birds twittered in the bushes, and violets and
masses of a white, starry flower glittered profusely on the
grassy bank of the burbling stream. It was all quietness
and loveliness, and when, in the dreamy stillness, a fly
buzzed in my ear I knew it was the country. Down at our
feet we could look into intricate miracles of beauty con-
tained in a few square inches, and, looking up, there
were the meadows and silent woods, calm and radiant
under the sun, the dignified, orderly surface of the
world.
The birds were unfamiliar, like specimens in a museum.
An obvious nuthatch walked down a tree trunk, and for a
moment we saw a cardinal bird, entirely scarlet, blazing
against the blue sky. Small black and orange birds shot up
and down the dogwood bushes in a strange way, and we
were suddenly conscious of being examined by a monstrous
affair, brown with a red breast, but about six times the
proper size, which Winifred introduced as an American
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